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OPINION. ar a (LE e a 1 a — ‘ 
: AT THE MILITARY TOURNAMENT. 
i “In spite of protests from the Duke of Cambridge, Poor Pa insists upon taking the Military Tournament in hand this year. He maintains that this class 
of entertainment must be bossed by a man in constant touch with the people, and I for one feel sure that he is right. The most striking novelty introduced by 
Papa into the Show is undoubtedly the speariny of the cocoa-nut, which is a feat, I believe, requiring great skill and nerve. At the trial Show, the jirst 
experiment resulted in Billy’s collapse, while at the second attempt the Duke, who was umpiring the affair, barely escaped with his life.”’—Toortsie. 


THE PIRATES’ DOOM. 


—— 


THE notorious pirate, Captain Bartholomew Roberts, did 
not die upon the gibbet, but such as were left of his crews 
were hanged like dees 

Fifty-two were hanged at Cape Corso ; twenty were trans- 
ported : seventeen were sent to the Marshalsea ; thirteen 
were killed in action; nineteen wounded men died ; two 
were respited and seventy-four pardoned, among them one 
James White, “whose businesa was music, and who was on 
the poop intime of action.” It would appear, from evidence 
fe at the trial, that the musicians on board a pirate ship 

ad arather bad time of it, being called upon at the most 
unreasonable hours, and when dead beat with previous 
exertions, to tune up and fiddle at the pleasure of the 
drunken ruffians who desired their services, and who 
enforced them by brutal usage, kicking and culling without 
mercy. 

een that “at the fatal engagement, wherein Captain 
Roberts lost his life and his crew were taken prisoners, he 
made a gallant figure, being dressed in arich damask waist- 
coat and breeches, a red feather in his hat, a gold chain 
round his neck, with a diamond cross hanging to it, sword 

; in his hand,and io re of pistols hanging at theend of a 
a last he meets her—his ideal! so beautiful ! Akin to pleasure. He follows her and introduces And was Juggins happy? Not quite! Closer association Bik apne fog over his shoulders, according to the fashion 

» of Deeming. - fi a delightful complexion ! such a charming himself. Rapidly friendship ripens into love, and at proved that his wife was not exactly what she scemed to be, o © pirates. 3 sos bol 2 
f them.” Hkh in fact, the very girl for whom Juggins —_ last Juggins proposes, is accepted, receives pater- —_ anil in fact, without the assistance of Art, she was nought but He gave his commands with great spirit and ho dness, 
pre ae vinks he could lay down his life witha feeling— familias’ blessing, and is married. a bag of skin and bones. comiug close to the man-o'-war dispatched to capture him, 
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and received her fire, then, hoisting the black flag, he returned it, 
shooting away from her with all the sail he could pack ; but the 
King's ship grappled with him, and a desperate fight ensued, in 
which a grape Bhot struck him on the throat, and he fell on the 
tackles of a gun, 

One of his crew seeing him,as he thought, sitting there idly, and 
not observing his wound, bade him get up and tight like a man; 
but when he suddeuly found that the pirate captain was dead, he 
burst into tears aud prayed that the next shot might kill him 
hameelf. 

* They presently,” we read, “threw him overboard with his arms 
and ornaments on, according to the repeated request he made in 
his lifetime.” This desperate ruftian was a tall, dark complexioned 
man, about forty years of age at the time of his death, He might, 
with his great abilities, have done well in an honest mode of life ; 
Dut, as he often argued, “In an honest service there are thin com- 
mons, low wages and hard labour, and in this plenty and satiety, 
pleasure aad case, liberty and power; and who would not balance 
the creditor on this side, when all the hazard that is run for it, at 
worst, is only a sour look or two at choking?) No,‘A merry life 
and a short one’ is my motto,” 

His life was short enough, but whether it was merry is doubtful. 
When Roberts was gone, the life and soul of the gang went with 
him, They tried to blow up the ship, but only succeeded in maim- 
ing themselves ina horrible manner, One with half his leg torn 
away fought on the stump, 

Those left alive were manacled and shackled, 

One only seemed penitent, and prayed aloud, eaying, after all, he 
hoped to go to Heaven. “ Heaven, you fool!” said the man to 
whom he was chained, “ Did you ever hear of a pirate going there? 
Give me Hell; it’s a merrier place.” 

The man who said this made a formal complaint, requesting that 
the officer would either remove the pious man or take his Prayer 
Book away as a common disturber, 

° . ‘2 * . * 
LATEST FROM THE SNATCHERIES. 
this is simpli orful. at this moment a nok is att the dore, and—— 
(Newt week,“ Lynching Long Ago.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


age 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose louse stamps, 


It's hard to imagine a person of years Behaving so foolishly, 
Deit. We cannot assist you, A READER FROM HULL. 
CHORK; we're unable te tell, Yes, send us the stamps for the 
postage, H. BRYNE; We cannot return them unless, The boy 
always acts in that manner, S. BRUTH, 70 the Eminent’s lasting 
distress, It doesn't depend on the evidence, JoT. You'd better 
back out of the case. We cannet make use of your letter, M1ss 
Eare: There's too much demand on our space, They haren't the 
right to enforce it, DE Ricuk, No matter the length of the term. 
Their behaviour to you conclusively proves That they're not a 
respectable firm, You cannot do better than try it, ATHLETE ; 
It's sure to delight you, we know, Impossible, VOTE; we have not 
got the space; You surcly can sce that is so, You'll have to abide 
by the rules, WILLIE C., or else lose a fortune in fines; All the 
- me, we confess that your latter mishap Is certainly rather hard 
ines, 
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£150— 


will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLOPER’s HALF-HoOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY SLoper’s HALF - HOLIDAY” is 

ublished throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_—. 


“ AND what is your reason for backing out after so nearly com: 
pleting the purchase?” inquired the house owner, “ Well, you 
see,” was the reply,“ you told me the house was a three story one, 
but on making inquiries in the neighbourhood, I find it’s got half 
n dozen, One, that it’s damp; another, that it's haunted ; another, 
that the drains are queer, and three more equally bad. You can 
hardly expect me to have anything to du with it after that, can 
you?” os 


Benevolent Old Gentieman (to small boy, who is crying bitterly 
in doorway of eottage). Hullo, my little man! why, what's the 
matter? 

Small Bey (between his sobs), Please, sir, m-m-mother won't ]-let 
me go to school, 

B. O. 8. (struck with admiration). My poor, poor boy! how 
hard, how very hard! But never mind, you will bea great man 
some day, if you really love your tasks so well. 

S. B. Oh, it ain't that, mister, [ ‘ate lessons likeanything, but I'd 
sooner do them than ‘ave to look after our bloomin’ baby, 


= 
“THIS was the most unkindest cut of all,” 
Quoth Anthony, on seeing Caesar fall 
Beneath the knife of Brutus. Years have fled, 
Lut still we see men cut their poor friends dead, 


* 

It’s not how much you love ‘em, but the way you love ‘em, that 
fetches most women. 
coats lined with leather, so as to prevent it being worn out with 
perpetual squeedging, is far more likely to marry the double dis- 
tilled heiress, all beauty, birth and bank notes, than the virtuous 
Sunday school teacher who twists the buttons off his bally waist- 
coats with sentimental buzzum heaving. 

= * 
s 
ScenE—Cricket Field, 

First Spectator (hailing a member of one of the contesting 
elevens). Hullo, Dufferly! you've been in, I suppose? How many 
runs did you make? 

Dufferly. Oh—er—I nearly made a score. 

Second Spectator (as first ditto is congratulating Dufferly upon 
his success). Nearly twenty, Dufterly?)> Why, you were run out 
trying to steal a run from the very first ball you hit. 

Du fferly (unabashed), | know that, I didn’t say nearly twenty, 
I said | nearly made a@ scorc, and so I did, didn't I, stupid? 


The man who has the right sleeve of all his | 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 421.--The “St. Dunstan” Costume, 


Poor little Seumble, who is ont in the | The great chief Ol Gin, of the 


cold this year, trying to get a glimpse of | powerful Hate Water Tribe, which 
the pictures at the Royal Academy. | as vet shows no sien of dying out, 
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Wife. Will you take milk and sngar ? 


Husband (absent mindedly). No fear, | prefer brandy and soda. 


— 


To poor Uncle Roffin, Aunt Geezer 

In Leap Year's a regular teazer ; 
She smirks and she sighs at him, 
Casts muttonieh eyes at him, 

And wonders why Le doesn't squeeze her. 


PK 


“ Tipsy again, Mr. McGuzler.” “No, 
my dear—(hic)-—it’s bodily weakness.” 
“Well, if your boy's weak, your 
breath's strong enough, at anyrate.” 


(Saturday, May 21, 1892 


“TIPPED with the blushing sunset light,’ that was the j 
line of my first poem, ‘Ode to the Daisy.’ There is something 
the poet in me, after all, McGooseley.” Then McGooseley mu.; 
needs answer, “‘ Tipped with the blushing sunset light '—daises i 
blowed! you must have meant it for that old pro! is of your, 
‘The Boko Burning with the *; that’s nearer the tap, «),; 
man.” There are times when McGooseley’s attempts at wit are ., 
much beneath contempt as the two of Irish is lost in the half... 
and a quartern German glass tumbler, marked “ Made abroad," > 

ss 


* 

ALLY went down the river the other day to see an old frien .: 
his, the skipper of a small steamer trading between London ,:;.,; 
Holland. “ Where's the captain?” inqui ALLY, when he zor... 
board. “He's gone down below, sir, to look at the glass,” rey',,.; 
the man on watch, Just thena suspicious sound of “ gluck, hick * 
ascended through the open skylight. “It’s been going down, , 
the morning,” continued the man. “The eontents of it are yoj). 
down, at all events,” remarked ALLY. “I think I'll go down, tu. 
And he did. And the way the glass went down after that shiou\y 
have betokened a cyclone, at the very least. 

s 2 


= 

I saw a pretty French girl trippin 
heen the boulevard, > 

I raised my hat and she, with smiles, 
Looked at me very hard. 

I said, “* Ma charmante, Je vous aime, 
Vous étes si belle et chic.” 

She smiled again, and said, “ M'sieu, 
I no your Encleese spik.” 


s 
Registrar, But your conduct strikes me as almost verging upon 
culpable negligence ; tell me, now, had you any particular reas, 
for placing such unlimited confidence in the bankrupt? 
Witness, Most certainly; I lent him my umbrella once and je 
returned it, °° 


“Do you mean to say the present Lord Chancellor's a Tor; }” 
“Certainly ; so is the Attorney-General.” “Go along!” *{/1,..) 
you he is; so is the Solicitor-General.” “Well, 1 won't contradict 
you; but I thought all lawyers wear W(h)igs.” 

ss 


s 
“UGH, ugh, ugh! something went down the wrong way,” groane:| 
Jones, “Oh, dear! what was it?” sympathized Softy. “ How ti. 
dickens do you think 1 can tell?” auswered Jones, “I haven't 
got eyes in my lungs.” ** 


Overheard near Slocum Podger Common, 
The Wife. What a shame! they have taken some of the common 
to build that house on. 
Male Wretch, Yes; reminds me of tight lacing. 
The Wife. How so? 


M. W. Because it’s a curtailment of the waste. 
_* 


s 
THEY don’t waste much in muslin at the “ Friv.”) Why, when, 
after the Christmas run, they sold off the ballet skirts, the 
couldn't make more than two chiffons out of the biggest of ‘+1. 
and the biggest was only good fora brace of veils and a jelly 
straiuer, ‘‘he Lord Chamberlain must be a-dozing, I think ! 
s* 


s 
SCEN e—High Holborn. 
Old Lady (rushin wildly after omnibus). Hi, hi! step, cou- 
ductor! Are you full inside t 
Half Starved but Facetious Conductor (gazing pathetically «' 
the loose folds of his waistcvat). Full inside, mum?) Whit « 
question! Do I look like it? “* 


AT the end of a quarrel ‘twixt husband and wife, 
Over some little trifle or other, 

How often the lady declares through her tears 
That she will go home to her mother. 


It’s plain she believes did she carry her threat 
Tato practice her husband would rue it, | 
Little dreaming how pleased, how delighted he'd be, 


If for ever and ever she'd do it. 
7. 


= 
THE opening of the Exhibition at Earl's Court is SLOPER'S onl 
excuse for propounding the following conundrum :—Why shou 
flowers be naturally of a prond disposition ?—Giveitup? Of cou: 
you do. Why, because they're specimens of horticulture (haugiiy 
culture), to be sure. Awful, isn’t it? 
s- 


* 

Greenly. 1 suppose McMouther is what is termed a “star” in tl. 
profession, is he not? ; : : ; 

Thespian, Oh, decidedly! his name is always printed in lar.: 
caps, : ; . 

Greenly. Well, I was introduced to him this morning, bui | 
thought very little of him. - 

Thespian, Ah, wy boy, you must remember that stars only shive 
at night. ° 


“ WuHat's the matter with Miss Robinson?—she looks awfu''y 
melancholy,” queried Brown to his friend Sharpshins, ‘Oh, she’s 
either in love, or else she wants to be,” was the reply: “ different 


causes which produce the same effect.” 
s*¢ 


s 
“HEARD the news about poor Pallettson?” remarked a knight 
of the brush as he met a brother artist outside Burlington Hous: 
the other afternoon. “Hung himself the day before yesterday 
you know.” “Yes, poor fellow!” answered his friend ; “ I wonde 
what his reason was.” “Because the Royal Academy wouldnt, 
was the dry response. + 


Counsel. You see, my lord, the witness practically admits that 
he was suffering from a hallucination, . 

Rustic Witness. That's aloi! Lain't never suffered from nuthin. 
barrin’ the toime Gaffer Giles gave me a black oi for callin’ he a 
loier, *\° 


VERY many years ago 

I played “shell out ~ with pretty Flo ; 

I shelled out and she shelled in— 

Pocketed my pocket tin, 

Many years have passed away 

Since | wed Flo, We never play 

At pyramids, but there’s no doubt 

Fio still her hubby makes “shell out.” 
= * 


= 

“Ts my wife a good conversationalist? Well, I don't exactly 
know what to say. But the other night, when I came home lve 
after she'd gone to bed, she spoke for nearly an hour without 1° 
getting ina word edgeways. {t may not be exactly conversa’. 
but for an uninterrupted flow of eloquence—well, she fairly takes 
it, and no mistake.” os 

“Miss GITTINGON,” he said. solemnly, as they sant together 1" 
the deepening gloom, “forgive me if | take too great a liberty. ‘is 
have known you but nine short——” “ Years,” interrupted t ut 
fair girl, with perhaps unnecessary emphasis. “Go on, Mr. S.ow- 
chap.” “But nine short years,” he continued ; but, nevertheless. 
I crave you to—to listen to me to grant me this favour: tell Hi, 
Miss Gittingon, may I call you by your Christian name—Imiy | 


call you Ethel?” The darkness of the room concealed the ¢* 
pression of her face; but it was with a huge sigh that the dis] 


inted girl gave her permission, as she mentally calculated tht 
at this rate it would be somewhere about the latter end of the nes’ 
century before her too hackward lover asked if he might call het 
Mrs. Slowchap. 
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TOOTSIE AT THE PICTURE SHOW. 


—~—. 


care lots of picture shows, but only one real, right down 
one that neon « nrincipuly, no doubt, not because 
tney them- 
selves care 
about pictures, 
but because 
people they 
know who also 
don’t care oa 
button about 
such — things 
either, think it 
is their duty to 
attend und 
afterwards talk 
about them, 
So all the 
world goes to 
the Royal | 
Academy. 

The great 
wint, Of course, 
is to go there 
on the private 
viewday, when, | 
also of course, | 
the pictures are 
less looked at | 
than on any | 
other oceasion, 
Smart frocks, 
peudre de riz, 
and Bloom de 
Ninon are then 
more in re- 
quest, aud the 
swell members of the profession fret their little hour. 

\ peculiarity about the Royal Academy exhibition which T have 
olserved ever since [ was so high, is that every year the show is 
azreed by general consent to be inferior to the previous year's. 
iis must be soothing to the souls of the skyrocketers and cellar 
iippers, of whose chef d’eurres a sight is only obtainable at the 
price of a broken staylace, or a crick in the neck, 

Whether or not it 1s worse this year than usual, I can't quite sav 
for certain, but there were a lot of things that pleased me, and I[ 
jotted down a few notes as | passed along. 

* Vor instance, “Sweethearts,” by Sadler, has a lot of poetry and 
pathos in it, looked at from an elderly person's point of view ; but 
as | intend never to grow old, or even elderly, 1 can't put up the 
presentation of old fashioned fossils, 

* Between Two Fires,” by Millet, means a lot. Good old Puritan! 
«Cromwell Snoring,” by Lehmann, with either his daughter orany 
one of his numerous sweethearts, listening to the soothing sounds, 
conveys a moral and adorns a tale, 

~\ Forgotten Highway” seems to be a highway off the high 


THER 
po mr: 


rey have 


(512) “ Dipping Margarine,” F. MORGAN. 


! 


(946) “The Spider and the Scandalmongers,” W. DENDY SADLER. 


road, but it’s pretty, Mr. Cope, Angelina Coughdrop, disguised 
behind Lady Oscar's fan, pleased me muchly. “Eventide,” by 
l'arton, is sad. Part’n at eventide usually is, particularly if there's 
a walk home afterwards. Prince Charlie in the Bogleman’s cave | 
exhibits P, C,, as usual, a little behind date. 

“The Result of High Living,” by Frank Hall, is impressive, and 
Isizgested to Pa that he should treat Toddles ina similar manner. 
_ Dicksee’s * Leila” looks awfully nice, and if she had only had 
time to lay in shoes and stockings before photographing time 
it might have been better from Mrs, Grundy’s point of view. 

Mrs. Tree makes a charming study as Ophelia. The moocow in 
Davis’ picture is a prominent object. 

* Don't be Frightened,” by Fred Morgan, is a happy thought, and 
puts me in mind of dipping one of the Twins, 

“Old Memories” is a sympathethic subject. The old people 
eeem to be recalling the happy time when they took a little drop 


of something in their tea. “A Bad Time for the Fishes,” by Water- 
house, is a bold bit of colour. 
W. D, Sadler's “Scandal and Tea” is a very good idea, and does 
the artist great credit. 
Sir F. Leigh- 


ton’s exhibits 
are, as usual, 
excellent; 
and, oh! are 
not his girls pret- 
tv? Collier's 
“Dancing Girl” 
you will recog- 
nize. There are, 
as usual, a lot of 
portraits of 
dreadfully ugly 
people. What 
possesses the 
painfully plain to 
tly to canvas 
when they have 
enough to pay 
for it? It seems 


them as a tly- 
paper draws a tly, 
nnd some of them 
look as_ sticky 
when done, 
year quite n 
chamber of uz 
horrors, but un 
like the Baker 
Street exhi- 
bition you have 
exis A not got to pay an 
ra sixpenee to see them. Tt might by some snfferers be thought 
Well worth ninepence to miss them, But vou ean'tde that. They 


(oil) “A Dose for Toddles,"” FRANK HALL. 


NX you with a stony eye and keep it focussed on you as long as 
ever you remain in the room, 


Oh, lor! 


somehow to draw | 


There is this | 
| the beauty who occupied the next fautenil, said, as he caressed the 
| fashionable Spring onion blossom, now so fe 


WHO KNOWS? 

LAST night, we shivered round the fire 

And stirr'd the logs to brighter blaze ; 
To-day we walk in gay attire, 

And stroll along the dusty ways ; 
The birds are singing overhead, 

The skies are blue, and tlowers all bright— 
Was it the gardener’s voice that said, 

“'T were twelve degrees of frost last night"? 


Perchance to-morrow’s sun may rise 
Cpon nsnow-white world: who knows? 
When storm blasts sweep ‘neath dismal skies, 
And fain wed seek our winter clothes ; 
Or else it may be fair as dune, 
When fasion lews her shining ranks; 
Bart, oh! don’task what's coming soon— 
I’m not a weather prophet, thanks | 


—_>—___- 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 
(Written by himself with passing vhserrations and footnotes 
by his trivnds and relations.) 

CHAPTER VIL. 

THE DAWN OF LOVE, 

LOVE laughs at Jocksmiths ! Yet 1 once knew an excellent lock- 
smith whoanvthing but laughed at love. He was a worthy man, 
take him all round, and was ready to stand his whack—that I hold 
to be the first duty of man, 

When did the dawn of love first come to me? 
remember it perfectly well. 

Mrs. Sloper is uot much given to the perusal of literature, or I 
should be timorons of mentioning it. 

SHE (vou observe the word “She ’) was seated on the area steps. 
“She” had a piece of choicest Everton toffee in her hand, “She” 
held the toffee carefully in one of her curl papers. Sie touched 
the toffee with her tongue, It was the first time that 1 had ever 
noticed the beanty of the uncoattailed sex, 

I had been physicked by the sex in the form of a nurse; T had 
been dandled on the knee by the sex inthe person of my mother; 
I had been spanked by the sex by the hand of my school teacher, 

But never had [a reason for admiring trustfully the sex before. 

She had blue eves, I have seen many blue eyed girls since then, 
but the blueness has never so atfected me. 

I know that | must have sighed pretty heavily. 1 felt one brass 
button (off the offside of the trouser) fall on my dexter boot, 

People are differently affected by falling in love at first sight. 

(The Old 'Un is—the old man is; von should see him when 
there's a new barmaid at the “Blue lig.” The act drop at the 
Adelphi is nothing to the way the eyelid comes down.— 
McCGOOSELEY.) 

She was buta child, Still there was, so to speak. a piggly-wiggli- 
ness about her that would have taken the rough edges off a Venus 
set up asa chorus girl. 

She was eating her Everton toffee. 

“What,” said [to myself, “is this?” 

(I will say this about Poor Pa—deceiving as he is, and never a 
better husband than Jumbo was to Alice—he has got an eye to the 
beautiful. Even Lardi says that he has a way of taking the inven- 
tory over anything particularly nice that would do credit to a 
prince ina fairy tule or a voung sub. in the volunteers who has 

ought a new eye-glass.—TOOTSIE SLOPER—STILL MI8s.) 

1 did not express my love right off. Strange thoughts came into 
my head, 

“Much nicer than jumbles—sherbet isn't in it. I'd sooner sit 
beside her than go on the roundabout. Wouldn't [ pick the herds 
and tails off the shrimps for her if we were up at Hampstead !"" 

These thoughts—some such thoughts as these passed through 
my teeming brain. 

For the first time in my life I had really carefully noticed female 
beauty. 

(Old second hand Ananias ! 
was tried on the monthly nurse.— MCGOOSELEY.) 

She smiled. 

I felt bold—bolder—the boldest that could be. 

I walked up the area steps and sat beside her. 

“ Have a bit of this jumble?” I said. 

This was the dawn of love! 

(To be continued next week.) 


Ah !—oh, yes! I 


A NOVEL SENSATION. 
My hero was born to a title as well 
As a prodigious store of life's treasures, 
A rather large portion of which he employed 
In exhausting existence’s pleasures. 
At the time that we write, so b/asé was ho 
That he hadn't the least inclination 
For any amusement that didn't afford 
Some chance of a novel sensation. 


One day, as he journeyed to London by train, 
Together he found himself thrown 

With a sweet little maiden of graceful eighteen 
Ina first class compartment alone, 

As he gazed on her face he was instantly seized 
With a most overpowering temptation 

To kiss her; though this, we're compelled to admit, 
Was hardly a novel sensation. 


He failed to resist it, so crossed to her side, 
And, taking the maid by surprise, 

He managed to snatch a salute from her lips 
In spite of her struggles and cries ; 

But the damsel was met by her brother, which should 
Have afforded our hero elation, 

For the thrashing he got from that brawny young man 
Was really a novel sensation. 


Later on he committed a similar crime, 
On which we've no space to enlarge, 

Save to say that the Indy repelled his udvance 
And instantly gave him in charge. 

His worship remarked that such conduct was sad 
Ina man of the prisoner's station, 

And gave him a month to enjoy on the mill 
A perfectly novel sensation. 

But the term of imprisonment failed to appease 
My hero's particular fad, 

So he married: the Lady Tenseasons, you know !— 
The very first offer she'd had, 

Sut he captured a tartar, for only to-day 
I received the select information 

That for him to assert that his soul is his own 
Js a pleasing and novel sensation, 


WHAT HE WANTED. 

THR tired and Jlasé Bohemian, who had, or kidded himself that 
he had, all the fair women in Belgravian Bohemia at his feet, fell 
into one of the saZon lounges as gracefullyas his rheumaties would 
allow, and, gazing ina fagzed ont, love worn, dreamy eyed way at 


hionable— 
“My—ah!—deah Miss Fontenoy, | have—ah !—been thinking 

how true it is that man should not live alone, and I—ah !—want 

some deah creatchah—someone like yourself now—to cheer my 


| declining yeahs, smooth my—ah !—path to the grave,and combine 


the—ah !—sentle tenderness of amothah with the solicitous care 
of a wife—one, in facet. who would anticipate my slightest want and 


' supply my every need.” 


“Well, L tell you what von'd better do,” replied Beauty, “Tt 
isn t, after all, a wife that you want, Advertise for a wet nurse.” 


T believe that his very first wink | 


| the Jubilee 


“GOT AT.” 


—— 


Frost his eves, the windows of his soul, gleam envy, hatred and 
malice, as im the centre of the paddock Lady Loo Laburniasan 
strokes the 


favourite satin 
coat and then 
turns her gaze 


on Lord Twick- 
enham, who is 
her fiance, the 
favourite’s 
owner and his 
nnaster, 

What does he 
envy the dandy 
young lordling 
for most! — Ilis 
good looks? his 
vast estates) his 
title? No; but 
the love that 
beams from the 
violet. eyes of 
Lady Loo, What 
Outrageous — im- 
pertinence for a 
jockey to. love 
a lady of the 
land! Quite so, 
But then, even 
a light - weight 
jockey isa man, 
and she was so 
fair, that men’s 
hearts went out 
to her as natu- 
rally and as unconsciously as we see moths drift towards a flame. 

As they leave the paddock, Larry ylares at the master’s retreat: 
ing tigureand says, “ Larry Limpet, you hate him!" 

No! He starts, he thought, but it was not his voice that said it. 
He looks round as aghast as Faust might have done, and sees at 
his elbow a man, dressed ina cheap and loud tweed suit, leering 
just as Mephistopheles might have done, 

“You hate him!” says the mysterious one, in whom Larry 
recognizes a “watcher” for a shady ring of bookies, “You have 
never had a good mount since you've been in his stables, You're 
a better jock than Rowels, and yet Rowels has got the mount on 
Biectriatty and looks down on you almost as much as my lord 
himself,” 

Larry listened. The tout so accurately interpreted his senti- 
ments, it seemed as though he were thinking aloud. 

“You could be very level with 'em all if you had a mind to, 
Lord Twickenham is going for the gloves on Electricity for the 
Jubilee Stakes, You could make him come a cropper, and Rowels 

too, and make a 

* thousand 

pounds into the 

bargain, because 

you could lay 

Electricity at 
evens,” 

“Lav Electri- 
city! Why, he's 
hound to win! 
What d'you 
want me tu 
dol” asks 
Larry, glancing 
sideways at his 
companion, 

“Let me into 
Electricity’s 
stall for ten 
minutes to-mor- 
row night.” 

“ Anything on 
account?” 

“A fifty- 
pound note 
directly you 
open the stable 
door.” 

To-morrow 
night comes, in 
spite of the 
proverb, The 
darkness of 
midnight hangs over the stable door, also its stillness, the latter 
broken only by the oceasional thud of 2 restive hoof. 

There is a tap at the door of Electricity’s stable. Larry is watch- 
ing to-night. He opens the door cautiously. 

“It's all right,” whispers the tout. 

“Where's the fifty ?”’ whispers Larry, 

“Here.” The soft flimsy rustles as it passes from one hand to 
another, The tout enters. Larry locks the dvor. 

“What are you doing that for?” 

“Tn case anybody drops in,” says Larry. 
to Electricity’s stall. 

Electricity is not there, but his trainer and his owner are, also a 
couple of detectives, to whose care the tout is handed over. 

“Ler sy,” 
says Lord 
Twickenham, 
“you're an 
honest lad. I 
couldnt have 
believed your 
story if I 
hadn't seen it 
proved with 
my own eyes. 
What can | do 
for youl” 

“Nothing, 
my lord,” says 
Larry; “I've 
only done my 
duty.”’ 

“Whoever 
does that, does 
well,” says 
Lord Twicken- 
ham, “Look 
here, Sir Paul 
Plungeford 
has the first 
callon Rewels’ 
services, He's 
going to claim 
his right for 


In the paddock, 


“You hate him!” 


And he leads the tout 


Stakes, You 
shall have the 
mount on 
Electricity.” 

Swift out of Larry's heart went the envy, the hatred and the 
malice: ves.and his foolish love tor Lady Loo as well vir tidied 
and put to flight by conquering ambinon, 

He rode Electricity for the Jubilee Stakes and won ina eat 
hands down, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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AT PUFF-(ING)-ALO-BILLY’S. 
Nurse. If you are not quiet, the Injins will come to 


1. 
Child, What for? Am I on fire, Nursie ? 


HOW WE LIVE NOW. 
Scapegrace Nephew (in answer to his aunt's inquiries). 
Oh, I'm getting on first-rate now. I've moved; I'm 
living on a flat. 


Aunt. Oh, dear, dear! you'll get locked up some day. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE 
-. 


“ Well, I don't dislikea drop of brandy, dear 
A good dodge is to drink it out of at 
servants are so prying sometimes.” — é'r/, 
Jrom Letter of Young Lady. 


DUKE OF WESTMINSTER 


Old Gent reads: “The study of nature brings you face to face 
with the Universe, as it were.” It did, at the bottom 
of the cliff, and he’s never been the same man since, 


*o°* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
o her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


No, 235.—Miss MADGE YaTrEs, 
“ Most beauteous maid, my leve for thee's unfading !" 
—The Dook Snook. 
“ She is, indeed, my heart's delight.” —Lord Bob, 
“A smilo, fair Madge, from your sweet lips is all I dare to 
ask.” — The Hon, Billy, 


(1). The Elder can't stand frivolity on washing days, so Tamsin 
the Precentor got a dight on the nose wi’ soap sivls, just as he dis- 
covered the want of vaccination scars un the Elder's brawny. 


gered him, “Aw'll vawcinate the deevil wi’ my ain baund,” roarea 
he, as he grasped a chair for support. 


(1). For some time past, indeed, since the £1,000 reward has heen offered by the 
Duke of Westminster, A. SLOPER might have been observed, had he not been rigid] 
disguised, mixing with the crowd that awaits events outside a sporting contemporary’s 
office in Fleet Street, his object : to bring to justice the foul nobbler of Orme, This, 
be it understood, was not on account of the money, perish the thought! but purely 
on public grounds, At length, getting tired of being constantly moved on by the 
police, he thought it would be better, perhaps, if he ran down to Eaton Hall, and offered 
his services as an expert to the Duke, and saw what really was the matter with the 
famous colt. 2). With that object he borrowed a pair of spurs, ditto leggings, and 
a crep from a friendly livery stableman, who declared no one could dispute his 
hossiness—as far as legs went, at any rate. A. SLOPER was received by the Duke 
with his never failing courtesy and kindness, who, when the Eminent explained 
the cause of his visit, said: “I think, Mr. SLOPER, I had better send for Porter.” 
“Not on my account, my Lord Duke,” cried A. SLOPER; “I never touch it—indeed 
I never take anythiug but * Unsweetened,’ which I find grateful and comforting to the 


THE ELDER FOUND OUT. 


(2). They broke it as gently as possible to the Laird, but it stag- 


stomach. I havea sample about me someavhere—oh! here you are !——(3). Permit 
me, my Lord Duke. Likea nosegay,ain't it?” “I allude, sir, to my trainer, Mr. 
John Porter,” said his grace, after recovering from a violent fit of sneezing. The 
scene now changes to Kingsclere training stables——(4). “John!” said A. SLOPER, 
turning to Mr. Porter after a careful examination, “I think, after all, it's the tooth. 
Perhaps I had better extract a molar or two.” And he produced a formidable pair of 
pincers he had brought with him. “You object, John? You doubt my skill? Tet 
me prove it on something. Ah, this stable lad, the very thing !"——-(5). A. SLOPE 
still bears the marks of that boy's boots on his shins. Before returning to town, 
however, he exacted a promise both from his Grace and Mr. Porter that, should they 
require his professional assistance, they would at once wire for him to run down at 
once. In the meantime, he has posted up outside 99 Shoe Lane a printed notice 
intimating that anyone giving A. SLOPER any information that shall lead to 4. 
SLOPER receiving the above reward, he (the anyone) shall receive A. SLOPER'S bet 
thanks. So, you see, that at last there is every probability of this mystery being solve. 


13), Tt was at the next Kirk session meetin’, The Elder was tiakin’ a cpecch on Christian love. 
when the Laird and Swine leaped on him wi" the wild slogan o’ the McWaspies, and tried to vaccinst: 


him with a hot soldering iron, and the Minister said, “Sic language is awfu’ in a Kirk Vestry ; but 
Justice is blind.” T 


hen be mercilessly biffed whichever came uppermost during the proceedings. 


eaturdey, May 22, 1882) ALLY SLOPER’S’ HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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Ske+ Chamfror- Pilligé- 


i] 
i 


— 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Once more, my noble sportsmen, is your old favourite at the post, ready to run against all | how wy green The foolish rustic must have been :—Just now this isa common sight, That may be 
It 


met with ev'ry night :—An outcry has been raised, I see, Against the quality ef tea:—Too many 
d—s, the papers say, Occur in one successful play :—We're quite of the opinion that A crime 
deterrent is the “cat.” There you are—won in a canter by five lengths! Back to the weighing 
room fora jiffey, “Allright.” That's your sort.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


comers. [ have to carry weight for age and previous successes. but the odds of ten to one, which are 
being laid on me in the ring, prove how highly Iamesteemed. Steady,there! Now we'reinline. The 
flag's down, We're off :—Fcar not, aad Rrowne, such frights are sen, But they are few and far 
between:—A great believer hein pills, To guard against all earthly ills :—A case which proves 


O FASHION! FASHION! 


MG 


“ What's the idea. Joe?” “Trotter professes to bea teetotaler, 
does he not?" “ Yes.” “ Well, I'm going to let everyone know 
that I found him ‘ screwed’ this morning.” 


~ 


Hasty Passenger. Now, then, there, hurry up; can't you sco 
Tm waiting ? 

Deliberate Passenger. See? Do you think I'm a Cyclops with 
an eye in the back of my head? 


| Sie! 


—— 


i" 
Mod tWArasomn 


% Hatch ashe Julius Johnson is doing the Baw, apd fancsing 

‘imself just immense, when he overhears, in passing: “'Ulloa, : ae 

mate, look at this! isn’t it the joker we are waucog for sneaking polis: have you got your knickerbockers Larne up like that for? 
& watch from an old gent while be was asleep?” What a question! why, all the mashers do it now. 


SS — 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


os 
THERE 13 certainly some ground for the animated disenssion 


Which has recently been carried on in the columns of some of our 
contemporaries as to whether it 


would not be possible to set the | 
I 


fashion for bridegroums to pe 
pear at the wedding ceremony 
arrayed in some more pieluresd te 
rarb than theconyentional f 
coat and silk hat—a form of cos- 
tume which, jud trom the 
ridiculeandabu redlupon 
it, exists only for Sofa better, 
Itisasserted that the happy man 
is comparatively isnored and 
that the bride comes in’ for all 
the admiration, but we doubt it 
the majority of bridegrooms are 
rtall desirous of attracting wen- 
Lattention to themseives, the 
cimens we remember to 
nimpressing us with the 
idea that they were more anxious 
to sink through the floor, or go 
away somewhere and hide, than 
court attention by appearing 
either as a eavalier, a Benedict, 
or inany other of the numerous 


costumes suggested by the | 


various persons who have taken 
part in the discussiun, 
as 


One is doubtless the hero of 
the hour, and the question now 
agitating Englishmen’s bosoms 

is as to how the poison was conveyed into the horse's system, One 
paper gravely suggested that the horse in attempting to swallow 
astray bombshell, injured its throat. The real fact of the matter is 
that the horse, being bored to death with training, tried to commit 
suicide by swallowing its own tail, and was only prevented from 
doing so by three grooms hanging on to said appendage. At any 
rate the foregoing tale is quite as probable as many we have heard, 


* 

SOME sympathetic personage has been calling attention to the 
dreadfully neglected state of the tomb of that clever humorist and 
past master of practical joking, Theodore Hook. Though little 
read now, Hook was thought much of in his day ; and it is, indeed, 
painful to reflect that the grave of the hero of “Ten Thousand 
Auecdotes"’ presents the appearance of “a heap of rubbish.” 

ss? 
* 


THE popularity of that most frightful ontrage on modern attire, 


‘ the feminine Sacque Jacket is now fast on the wane, and we may 


soon again expect to see our fair sisters 
garbed in a costume not entirely at 
variance with good taste and common 
sense, Of course, when the figure is 
ugly or misshapen, the wearing of such 
ajacket can be understood, but what on 
earth attraction a woman with any pre- 
tence to a figure at all can see in this 
horrible garment is beyond our compre- 
hension, and we can only put it down 
to the vagaries of a sex who were 
always fickle. * 

* 


THE date of Deeming’s execution is 
fixed, but even as we go to press a 
rumour reaches us that a petition in 
favour of the commutation of his sen- 
tence on the ground of his insanity is 
being actively prepara: Such a theory, 

cf 


however, would not be accepted by the 

authorities unless supported by over- 

whelming testimony, which is not in 

this case forthcoming. Deeming’s plans 

for the concealment of his crime, his 

whole behaviour both before and since 

his arrest point conclusively to his abso- 

lute sanity, and were his counsel's plea of 

instinctive criminality to avail, capital 

topsnaest would become a dead letter. 

What murderer but could adduce as 

much, if not more, evidence of his own ’ 

irresponsibility for his misdeeds, To allow Deeming to escape the 
gallows would be to outrage civilization, for we are strongly of 
the opinion that it is only those who are averse to capital pun- 
ishment who, under the palpable pretext of his insanity, are 
agitating for the release of probably the vilest and most blood- 
thirsty monster who ever figured in the whole history of crime. 


* 
On Sunday, May 8th, the Mildewed Processionist, attended by 
the heir to the Sloper Estates, took part in the Temperance, Trade, 
and Friendly Societies’ Fourth Annual Demonstration in aid of the 


funds of the Kilburn Dispensary, ‘“ Feyther,” remarked the Ceru- | 


Jean Orbed Trade Unionist, as, leaning forward in the Sloperian 
barouche, he bowed gracefully his acknowledgments to the cheering 
multitude who lined the streets en route, “ how gratifyin’ sich a 
reception as this ‘ere is; does it not show the love—the reverence 
of the populace for——?” Butat this stage an unusually well aimed 
“shop ‘un” struck Alick full in the potato trap, and yet another 

gem of thought was lost for ever to the world—and literature. 

.* 
* 

Fora long time previous to its production The Fringe of Society, 
the English adaptation of Dumas’ Le Demi Monde, had been so 
much talked of 
and puffed in the 
public press, that 


we were led to ex- | 


pect at least a play 
of average merit ; 
but, alas! disap- 
pointment was the 


result, for a more | 


prosy, uninterest- 
ing comedy it has 
rarely been our lot 
to witness, Tothose 
who are acquainted 
with the piece in 
its French dress its 
failure to catch on 
with London play- 
goers will be no 


surprise, for the | 
) ture he was stabbed to the heart. Pf this isa 


whole plot is as 

much unsuited to 

English palates as 

could be well ima- 

gined. Curiosity 

will, probably, 

~ cause the Criterion 

to be thronged with 

visitors for a few 

weeks to come, but 

then—well, then the consequences of the production of a bad play 

will naturally follow. The company engaged in the interpretation 

of the piece is very strong, and as all do their best it is, perhaps, 

unfair to individualize ; but among the ladies, Mrs. Langtry aud 
Miss Mary Moore shine most conspicuously. 


| sibly could be made, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Ferre historians will undoubtedly rank the night before the 
Ratule of Waterloo second in interest to the nicht of Wednesday, 
May dth, when the Blight of Batter- 
senand Family graced the Britannia 
Theatre, Hoxton,with their presence, 
the occasion being that of a grand 
benetit to Mr. James Ayers. Inte ot 
the “Georgeand Dragon,” Barbican, 

SLOPER knows the house well—he's 
been chucked from there often ; but, 
bless you! he bears no matice, and 
was delighted to observe that the 
packed appearance of the theatre 
betokened a * bum per.” 

* 


° 
With England threatened with 


{ democracy, is it not exceedingly 


unwise of the authorities to foster 
the growing discontent among the 
people by proving so conclusively 
the truth of the assertion that there 
ix one law forthe rich and another 
forthe poor”) Without wishing to 
sayvean unkind word against the 
unhappy Mrs, Osborne, who was 
relensed after having served only 
seven weeks of her nine months’ 
sentence, we would point out that 
there ure hundreds of instances 
Where women in the same condition 
of health, but of lower social posi- 
tion, have received no such cle- 
mency. Again we hear of the 


| proposed release of that she devil— k 
| for she is nothing less—Mrs, Montagu. The newspapers chronicle 


the interesting fact of her removal from one gaol to another “ina 
carriage,” but “Black Maria” would undoubtedly have been the 
vehicle used for the conveyance of poor Betsy Brown or unknown 


| Jane Spriggins, Oh! Madame Justice, Madame Justice! we're 


sadly atraid you're only a class worshipping sycophant, after all, 
and that the boasted balance of your scales is liable to be sadly 
intluenced by gold and “ position.” 

-* 


* 

A FRENCH burglar, on his trial, claimed that on account of his 
being the victim of an ocular disease, he was compelled to obtain 
his livelihood atnight. And yet, strange to say, the jury could not 
find any “extenuating circumstances * in the case. 

* 
s 

THE question as to whether the International Horticultural Ex- 
hibition will prove as popular with the pleasure loving public as its 
immediate prede- 
cessors i3 al present a 
moot point, but for 
the sake of floral cul- 
ture generally it is to 
be hoped that such 
will be the case, The 
management have 
spared neither time 
hor money over the 
Exhibition, and the 
result is, from a spec- 
tacular point of view, 
perfectly satisfactory. 

The weak spot in the 
show is the exhibits, 
which might be con- 
siderably — improved 
upon, The centre of 
attraction is un- 


i} doubtedly Buffalo 
| Bill's Wild) West. 


Here, indeed, is no 
opportunity for find- 


| ing fault, everything 
| connected with this 


part of the programme 
is as perfect as it pos- 
and Colonel Cody is Snris 
to be congratulated upon providing a show entirely unrivalled in 


| the British kingdom. ‘<< 


= 
From an evening contemporary we learn that the introduction 


by the missionaries to the poor benighted savage of some of the 
principal English sports and pastimes has been a huge success, 


| football and bicycling especially finding favour in the eyes of 


the dusky heathens. This is all very nice and satisfactory, no 
doubt ; and the contemplation of the zuileless cannibals immersed 


| in Rules of Association or discussing the merits of the pneumatic 


tyre must afford intense satisfaction to those desirous of convert- 


| ing them to the conventionalities of civilized society. Football and 


bicycling! Ah, well! the next important step will undoubtedly be 
the establishment of—a hospital. 
-* 
* 

WeE are glad to see that Katie James has not heen allowed to 
remain out of hart ess for a very lengthened period. The vivacious 
young Jady is now appearing nightly at the Pavilion and Tivoli 
music halls, 22 

* 

STATISTICS can be made to prove anything is acommon enough 
saying, but however this may be, one of those clever mathema- 
ticians who employ themselves in working 
out abstruse problems, has just completed a 
paper compiled, we presume, from the figures 


| of the recent census, showing that, with the 


exception of dwellers in agricultural districts, 
stage dancers live, on an average, to a greater 
age than any other class of women in active 
employment, Now,SLOPeR hasan extensive 
knowledge of stage dancing and all apper- 
taining thereto, and he is decidedly of the 
Opinion that the ingenious mathematician 
Johnny is right. At the “ Friv.,” certainly 
youthful loveliness is abundant, but else- 
where,a ballet girl under fifty is as frequently 
encountered us a dead donkey. 
* 


* 

*TIS to be hoped that English girls will not 
takea leaf out of the book of Isabella Marani,a 
Mexican girl, This young lady, being cruelly 
deceived by a Spanish rancher, revenged her- 
self by cutting out his tongue, together with 
that of his newly mide wife. This deed was 
perpetrated while they wereasleep, Upon an 
Inspector of police trying to effect her cap- 


fair specimen of Mexican women, we do not 
envy the male populace, 
« 2 


AFTER spending a whole afternoon in the 
Refreshment Room of the Roval Aeademy, 
A. SLOPER has decided to confer the “ Award 
of Merit’ pon J. 1. WEGUELIN, because he 
painted “A Whispered Question” © Feyther," burst forth the 
hue-kyved Probationer, “tve been caging at that picture of Wege- 
ling’s fora dong time, and T want tr candid opinion as to what 
Kind of question yvouthink that gal is whispering, I shouldn’t be 
a bit surprised if Int before the Budding Art Student had 
time to jerk out his sentiments the Sere and Yellow Leaf had gone 
down below for another cup of tea, 


| 


| 


(Saturday, May 21, 1899. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAK FoR THE WEEK ENDING May 287TH, 1892, 
——— 


22nd May, 1794.—Mar-hal Saxe computed that, ina bar. 
only one bail in eighty-tive takes effect. Others, that only on, 
forty strikes, and no more than one in 400 is fatal. At the batr. 
Tournay,in Flanders, fought on the above day, it is calculated ¢),. 

3 musket-shots were expended in disabling each soldier \, 


suffered. aimee pi 


23rd May, 1887.—"I saw this morning,” writes the Jy, 
News correspondent, under this date, “at the Odessa Bacteriolog 
Hospital, five peasants, just arrived from the district of Ismail, 
of whom had been bitten by a mad wolf. Among them was 
who told me that a few days ago, in the grey of the early morn, - 
he was in his little farmyard, when something sprang on |). 
back and off again. He turned instantly to find himself face ; 
face with a large and angry looking wolf, crouching to. sprijs 
again. The animal's head and jaws were bespattered with fo). 
It was evidently rabid, and the brave old man rushed upon j,i, 
assailant, thrust his left hand intothe animal's mouth and seize 
tongue, while with his right hand he endeavoured to strang/: 
brute. A terrible struggle followed. The wolf's fangs met thro 
the man’s hand and held it like a vice. After nearly ten miny: 
struggie, the old man threw himsell bodily upon the wolf, .: 
struggling desperately, and for the first time exiled for assista:,., 
Several neighbours hurried to the spot and dispatched the ¥ 
whose jaws never relaxed even in death, A tile was brought, : 
the wolf's lower jaw removed. The old man’s hand is ina dre, 
fully Incerated condition, but he is more or less torn all over ti. 
body.” 


24th May, 1715.—William Read died this day at Roche 
Originally a cobbier, he became a mountebank, aud practised 1 
cine by the light of Nature. Queen Anne and George I, honv: 
him with the care of their eyes. Ile could neither write nor r 
but such was the success of his practice, that he rode in his ows 
chariot and “dispeused good punch from golden bowls,” 


25th May, 1828.—“Some time since, a Mr. Thorpe, of Cor, 
wall,” a paper of this date says, “advertised an annuity of £60) 4 
year for life to anyone who would undertake to live seven vears 
under ground, without seeing anything human, and to let his har 
and beard grow during the whole time. Apartments, commodious, 
underground, were prepared, and as many books as the occupier 
pleased, and provision served from Mr. Thorpe’s own table. Wi 
ever the recluse wanted anything, he was to ring a bell, and it was 
to be provided for him, Singular as this residence may appear... 
occupier offered himself, and is now in the second year of his pro. 
bation. He is a labouring man, and has a wife and a large family.” 
Of his ultimate fate, no record appears to exist. 


26th May, 180'7.—A newspaper of this date, under the he 
ing of * Fashionable Etfrontery,” says :—“ One of those fashion: 
coxcombs who haunt the scenes of the opera house, one evening 
lately, for a wager of ten guineas, had the assurance to waik 
deliberately across the staze close behind Madame Catalani wii! 
she was singing. The audience saluted him with @ hearty hiss, bur 
such an insult to public decorum merited a severer mode vi 
reprehension.” 

27th May, 1796.—This day, Lord Charles Townsend w: 
found dead ina post chaise, in which he had returned from Grea: 
Yarmouth with his brother, Lord Frederick, Both had exhibiie:! 
symptoms of insanity, and, according to the survivor, a dispur- 
occurred between them on religiou, when Lord Charles shot jiu- 
self with a pistol. 

28th May, 1878.—Lord John Russell died this day, at Pem- 
broke Lodge, Richmond Park. Rogers envied no man of his tine 
any saying so much as Lord John Russell that admirable detinitivn 
of a proverb—* The wisdom of many and the wit of one.” 


THE MODERN LOVER'S CONFESSION. 

WHAT care I that my mistress has a forty-two inch waist, 

That she’s compelled to enn to thirty 
Or boasts a nasal organ that’s religiously inclined— 

By the most persistent way it turns to heaven ? 
What matter that her feet demand « No. 7 boot, 

That both her eyes possess a perfect squint ; . 
That's she’s rude and unaccomplished, with a nutmeg-grater voice, 

And scanty locks of quite a warmish tint? , 
What care I, though, for all these things, unpleasant though they be: 

*T would be, I say, the greatest affectation 
To assert for just an instant that her fifty thousand pounds 

Is not to me most ample consolation. 


—_—_+.—__—_—_ 


AFFRONTED AFFECTION. 

‘Twas their first really fine Sunday out together, and ther 
strolled ‘neath the budding trees inthe Forest of Epping. With 
that trustful contidence born of sixpenny port she leaned with 
bewitching vrace upon his arm, and suddenly, turning her heavenly 
eyes to his face, she said— : 

“ Do you know, Sam, | quite Jove to wander about these old time 
glades, and more particularly in the early spring.” 

“Oh!” responded Sam, indetinitely, “And why?” F 

“Because, Sam, dear—because everything seems so young anu 
fresh and green. And, Sam, do you know,” she continued, after’ 
pause, in a voice to which the cooing of a dove on the nest were 
like the rough, coarse snort of the collier tug in the lower Thames. 
while the charming windows of her soul curtained themselves 
behind her silken lashes, and the peach glow upon her lovely and 
plenteous cheek anticipated the first English rose of the summer, 
“do you know why I love to be with you as much as I love tu be 
here?” 

Samuel—cool, conniving, complimentangling Samuel—professed 
the most profound and becoming iguorance. : : ; 

“It is, dear, because you are so thoroughly in keeping with every: 
thing else,” said the soulful girl. ; ; 

A tired and thoughtful expression swept across Samuel's face 45. 
more in wearied sorrow than in anger, he mentally vowed w 
equander the hoard he had hoarded for prospective matrimonial 
id Pag inalong coveted meerschaum cigar-holder and some ue 
socks, 


+ - 


IN THE GLOAMING. P 

“Kiss me, Hettie,” he whispered softly, as the zephyrs swert 
lightly through her luxuriant hair and tinged her cheeklets with 4 
roseate flush. ‘Come on—one for luck.” . 

She looked at him for one brief moment with her great dreamy 
eyes, and then, while the tears dropped unbidden on her cheek, *h¢ 
bit her cherry underlip and murmured— a 

“Yorgive me, Harry—darling, but | must not—cannot. ree 

“Must not!” he echoed, and his hissed inquiry brought back tlie 
blushes to her cheeks, that stood ont so plainly in their ho 
scheme of colour under the electric lamps of the Marine lam. 
“must not! Tell me,” he entreated—growled, like the dog defvine 
the butcher to take back the sheep's head he has stolen, “tell 1«- 
why have you thus changed toward me?” ae 

“Oh, [have not changed—indeed, | have not, Harry. But I dare 
not kiss thee, beeause—because——" 

© Because you love another?” 

“No, no, a thousand times no, but because—"” 

“Out with it. girl! Let me know the worst.” Bin Feo 

“Well—er—it’s the end of the week. Ma's never very 00's °° 
the end of the week, and we had to have tripe and onious © 
dinner, and mia was rather heavy handed with the onions. Ch 
say that you don’t we 


Parte : yond 
He had folded her in his strong, manly embrace and smothe 


her in kisses, Good luck to him! What's an onion in the breal# 
| where a loving heart's concerned? 


Saturday, May 21, 1892.) 
PERPLEXING THE “PRECIOUS.” 


sently assertel that he would far rather see England free 
ite, ded Re than esthetic.) 


HAVE you no- 
ticed the 
news 

OF A. Balfour's 
sad views— 
views upon 
modern day 
culchaw? 

He attacked 
(like a Rad.) 

That which he 
calls a fad, 

With the justinct 
indeed of a 
vulchaw ! 
At a banquet of 
late 
Did he glibly 
orate, 

Yea, with callous- 
ness quite 
energetic, 

He'd the sauce up to stand 

And declare that this land 

“Had better be free than wsthetic !” 


Has our own Oscar Wilde 
(As he'd say) vainly tiled 
In he cause of all floppers so precious? 
Does he still (with smart stings) 
Vainly fight 'gainst those things 
Which with mere common-sense would enmesh us ? 
Oh, how awful to hear 
Of the sueer and the jeer 
Of that grim, golfing peripatetic— 
When he dared to remark 
That this land should keep dark— 
By being more free than ZSTHETIC! 


a 


A FATAL ARGUMENT. 
THE bright afternoon sun having nothing else in particular to do, 
as shining brilliantly upon Shadyside Crescent, South Belgravia, as 
n elderly gentleman alighted from his private hansom and_per- 
ormed an aristocratic solo upon the knocker of No, 125, in an 
upper chamber of which a Freuch maid was just “ finishing off ” the 
caborate toilet necessary for the proper beautification of the lovely 
nd fascinating widow, whose train of admirers outnumbered by 
jozens that of any other woman in her set: whose magnificent 
cauty had won woman's envy and man’s admiration on all sides. 
\s the sound of the opening door proclaimed the fact that the 
visitor Was being admitted, the beautiful widow rose from her 
nair, administered a final but effective dab of blanc de perle on 
wr right cheekbone, and, casting a rapid but comprehensive glance 
t the lovely image retlected by the mirror, : 
aiied majestically from the room down into y 
er delicately scented boudoir, where a gor- 
cously liveried menial almost immediately 
neered, bearing @ card upon a gold and gem 
uerusted salver, 
A shade of disappointment passed 
ross the widow's face, and a mut- 
L exclamation, sounding not un- 
kes that cuckoo again,” escaped her 
iby lips, but with the exquisite saxg 
Foot only at the command of those 
pexalted birth and high breeding, 
« rapidly concealed her feelings 
nd signed to the man toadinit’ her 
yisitor—the well padded and 
leverly dyed gentleman, who, 
no sooner bad the servant re- 
red, threw himself at his 
x No. 38 glacé kids, and 
oured out the long pent-up 
orrentot his passion, * Hel- 
ne.” he orld, “you must, 
you shall hear me! T know 
iat vou have constantly avoided me, that vou have dozens—nay, 
undreds of admirers, But what is their love to mine?) Mine is 
nore than love—it is blind, mad adoration, | am not young, 
‘ne, but Lam wealthy, as you know, beyond calculation. [ 
you my heart, my fortune, Say, say tiat you will not refuse.” 
glorions creature spoke not, she was pondering deeply. Oh, 
And, with the courage of hope, her half 
worshipper returned to the attack. 
* Darling,” he cried, eagerly, “ | know what you would say: that 
ou are bright and youthful, whilst | am—er—old ; but fear not, 
est, for generations we have been notorious as a long-lived 
y; my great grandfather died at 103, my grandfather at 98, 
my father is 92, but still well and hearty, so that you see there's 
very likelihood of my living another twenty years yet.” “Then,” 
nterrupted the divine creature, rising abruptly and pressing the 
diamond knob of the electric beil to signify that the interview was 
tanend,*then you can dry right up; fora moment, when you 
aked about your fortune, | did think we might c me to an under- 
tinding, but if I’ve got to endure you for twenty years before you 
rave mea widow, all T can say is, it’s off—right off, Ah, here 
hi John—Mr, Oldbeau's carriage.” 
aS 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 47.—Lorna LIGHTFOOT, 
I PINE, I whine, I groan, I grieve, 
Tin wan and worn for Lorna; 
I weep from morn till dewy eve, 
From night tillmorn,for Lorna. 
1 craved her hand a week ago ; 
She jeered, she sneered, she 
answered, “ Not” 
And hence with sobs of utterest 
woe 
My breast is torn, for Lorna! 


The name of being the fairest fair 
On earth is borne by Lorna, 
And so to wed some millionaire 

A swear's been sworn by 
Lorna, 
And since I'm nothing more 
thanan 
Industrious, namelesa working 
man, 
Who weekly “earns whate’er he 
ean,” 
I’m snubbed with scorn by 
Lorna! 


While rankles in this heart of 
mine 
A poisoned thorn, for Lorna, 
May Fate provide rich joys be- 
nign— 
Elysium born—for Lorna! 
Yet soon this fair one of the “ Friv.” 
Eternal peace to me will give ; 
Since I for Lorna may not live, 
I'll die forlorn for Lorna! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 
68 Hove Roan, Bow, E., May 7th, 1892. 
DeaR Mr. SLoper, —1 am in receipt of your ‘packet with 
inclosed medal, for which please accept my very best thanks, | 
cannot but think that too much has been made of the little timely 
help that it was my good fortune to be enabled to render when the 
little child fell into the water. 1 shall, however, preserve the 
souvenir of the event which you have been good enough to send 
meas long as | live, Lam, yours very sincerely. 
LAWRENCE BLOOMFIELD, F.O.S, 


17 Beresrorp Roan, Roatu, CARDIFF, May loth, 1892. 
DEAR Mk. Stoper,—You will see by the inclosed cutting from 
the South Wales Keho, that at the Cardit® police-court, before 
Ald, Jacobs and Major Sloper, one John McNab was tined 20s. and 
costs, or fourteen days’ imprisonment, for being drunk, refusing 
to quit the “Greyhound Hotel,” and assaulting IC. 13 on the 
22nd ult, 


Yours faithfully, Rh. ROBINSON, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 11t.—HE MAKES A PILGRIMAGE, 


THE Eminent had waded, with delight and excitation, 
aheat the wondrous works of Dickens, from the foremost to 
the last, 
And his heart, when he had finished, was o’erwhelmed with 
admiration, 
And he swore a swear devoutly, as his eyes were heavenward cast : 
“1 will hie me tu the dwelling of this man of steriing merit, 
In his sanctum L will linger, in his sacred footsteps tread ; 
There shali bea sweet communion—yea, an interchange of spirit— 
"Twixt the Frieud of Man who liveth and the Friend of Man 
who's dead. 
For his mission was a mission of beneficence, like mine : 
Let my soul with his commingle—iet me worship at his shrine!” 


So the Eminent arrayed him in his neatest black apparel, 
To betoken reverent mourning for the world's departed friend, 
And he said, “ No earthborn yearning after kilderkin or barrel, 
After pewter pot or tumbler, shall with holier feelings blend. 
From my bottle of ‘Unsweetened’ let me swig no vulgar 
swiggings, 
Let no pinch from SLorer’s snuffbox upon SLOPER’s soul intrude, 
Let my pipe and prime Havannas lie neglected in my diggings, 
Let the oft chewed Limerick "bacea for a season be eschewed, 
ALLY SLOPER is but human, vet he'll soar toe heights divine 
On his pilgritaage of worship lo his predecessor's shrine!” 


And he wees by boat to Gravesend, and from there he wandered 
slowly 
Through the lanes with verdant hedgerows, through the fragrant 
scent of May, 
And his soul, as he meandered, grew more sanctified, more holy, 
Till it seemed as it were sundered from its wretched boudsof clay, 
And he neared the home of Dickens upon fair Gad’s Hill, and 
muttered, 
“T must call and make inquiries at the ‘Sir John Falstaff’ Inn; 
But I'll stick like all creation to the solemn vow I uttered, 
[ will taste nor beer nor whisky, neither cognac, rum nor gin. 
For my soul must be degraded by no intluence malign 


ane 


As | bend in admiration at my predecessor's shrine ! 


Oh, the reader's breast is heaving with a strong and deep emotion, 

And the reader's soul is yearning ina sympathetic way, 

As the reader waits description of the feelings of devotion 

That went surging through the bosom of the Eminent that day. 
But, alas ! our boss is huraan: and we make confession sadly, 

That ue odours in the * Palstul” quite dispelled his solemn 

mood, 
And his interchange of spirits led the Grand Old: Mudd!er madly 

To an interchange of sparring with a constable from Strood, 

So the sacred shrine of Dickens he approached not, but the shrine 
Of a sour old beak, who muleted him in ten and sixpenuce fine! 
i —-—e-- = 
THE WONDERS OF THE LAW. 

Tle was really ratherasmart kind of young fellow, but his mother 
and father were wholly opposed to allowing him to start in life as 
a half-crown bookmaker, a three card expert, or any other such 
honourable calling out of the many kindred ones he had a bent 
for, and cruelly articled him toa Bedford Row attorney, Seated 
on his stool of repentance, one afternoon, during the tirst week of 
his novitiate, he was reading, by way of acquiring a legal style of 
cColaposition, & portentous dof many, manny folios, Tt was 
and sorry work, as he rightly thought, when he might have 
so much more agreeably criployed shouting the odds to an admirit 
multitude in the ring at Alexandra Vark, but he grubbed on, 
It struck him very forcibly, as he read, that, with the exception 
of full stops, there was no punctuation in the document, and as 
soon as the worthy head clerk came in from his fruzal “lunch” (a 
walk round the mews at the back to sce the night cab-horses 
washed), he called that gentleman's attention to what was to him 
so very remarkable, Said that amiable gentleman— 

“What, Miggs! what, punctuation! Most decidedly not! Why, 
don't you know that if legal documents were punctuated they 
could be readily understood and the meaning made clear, Without 
punctuation the document can usually be read in two, or, in some 
cases,even ten, different ways, and,as soon as Mr. Pogg and myself 
—and one day | hope, sir, to include vou in the learned unity—as 
soon, I say, as we begin reading in different ways, the parties who 
are concerned begin to understand the meaning of the word ‘costs’ 
—ha, ha!—‘costs,’ sir, ‘costs,’ by George! Here, run round to 
Theobald’s Road and vet mea threepenny cigar.” 

And he fairly chuckled again, 

———S 


“TAKE ME AWAY!” 

TAKE me away to your madman’s lair, 

Secure me fast in your padded room ; 
For my soul is shrouded in black despair, 

And Reason is lost in the misty gloom, 
Perchance [am sane for a moment now, 

Bat the madness fire will again burn hot 
In my brain anon; and PE know not haw 

It will find its vent, if you curb it not. 
There's no frenzied deed which | would not dare 

Since the flower that | worshipped has ceased to bloom : 
Take me away to vour madman’s lair, 

Secure me fast in your padded room! 


When my true love left me alone on earth, 
I strove to forzet her in orgies gay ¢ 
tut her face looked up from the cup of mirth, 
And her image kept haunting me, night and day, 
Then at man below and at God above 
| hurled a curse, and | yearned to die; 
But the ghoul who, unbidden, had tven my love 
Janghed at me, mocked ime nnd came not nigh, 
So my soul got shrouded in black despair 
And Reason was lost in the grave-like gloom : 
Take me away to your madman’s lair, 
Secure me fast in your padded room ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

FORWARDING Letters by Hand: Using the Deaf and Dumb 
Alphabet. 
; How to havea lappy Knack of Finding Dates: Keep an alma- 

nacK, 

THE Lost Chord: The communication cord of a railway train— 
when there's need to use it. 

Why is Alexandry necessarily a dilatory fellow ?—Because he's a 
Slo(w)per-son, 

THE First English Poet who was Created a Peer: Shakes-peer. 


\ talk, 
} mun 
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SLOPER’S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 


(A TALE oF DIABLERIE.) 
= 
CHAPTER XIII, 

IT was afternoon ere Jonas Simmons reached the residence of 
Peter Crawley Simpson, ‘The old man had never seen Mrs, Simp- 
son, Whenan 
intimation 
that the mar- 
ringe was to 
tuke place 
duly reached 
him, he was 
content to 
forward a 
handsome 
blessing in 
the shape of 
some useful 
silver plate, 
but had re- 
frained from 
attending the 
ceremony. 
Thus he had 
never seen 
Mrs. Simp- 
son; and 
when, in re- 
sponse to his 
knock and in- 
quiry, Betsy 
showed him 
into the room 
where Mrs, 
Simpson was 
awaiting her 
husband's 
home coming, 
lhe was pleased 
to discover that the lady to whom he had to introduce himself 
had agreeable manners, and was evidently delighted to see him. 

Jonas, of course, said nothing of the letter he had received, 
disclosing the alleged rupture which had taken place, and Mra. 
Simpson had no reason to allude to it. As Jonas saw her evident 
anxiety to have everything nice and comfortable for her husband's 
homecoming, he began to doubt the truth of G. Augustus Brown's 
letter, and as he already was certain of the falsity of the man, 
George A. Brown's star was decidedly fading. 

When Peter Crawley Simpson came home, he was delighted to 
find his uncle Jonas installed at the cosiest corner of the fire. Peter 
was an honest, good soul, who was very fond of his uncle. The 
fact that the old man had money made him like him none the more, 
The old chap had 
been good to him 
when a boy—had 
helped him as he 
had helped his 
other nephew 
when a lad, and 
deserved the re- 
epect of both, 
though he only 
got that of Peter. 

When, after 
dinver, l’eter pro- 
posed to take the 
old gentleman to 
see one of the 
theatres, the old 
boy declined to 
yo. He was rather 
tired, he said, and 
quite comfort- 
able, and he 
would stay there ; 
so all stayed *and 
had a very com- 
fortable evening 
forthe most part, 
for there was one 
little rift in the 
lute. 

And that little 
rift was George 
Augustus Brown. 
Lrown, of course 
had no idea that his uncle Jonas Simmons was in London, anc 
it occurred to him that, in order to see how things were going 
with Peter Crawlev Simpson, to step along; and,as he had taken a 
fancv for Peter's Umbrella, he carefully left it in his lodgings. | 

When George Augustus was shown into the room where his 
uncle, his cousin and his wife were sitting, the sensation which he 
enjoyed was peculiar. Where he expected to find satisfactory 
gloom and depression, all was to him most depressing joy and 
bliss. His uncle was there. Had he told of the letter he had 
written?) Mrs, Simpson was there. Was the rupture healed ere it 
had yet had time to serve his purpose? 

Jonas Simmons was not effusive in his welcome. 
dry, cynical 
smile about the 
corner of his 
lips whichG. A. 
trown had 
never seen there 
before, and 
when, after a 
quarter of an 
hour's general 
the old 
requested 
unm opportunity 
of speaking 


Evidently delighted to see him. 


The cosiest corner. 


There was a 


| alone to G,. A. 


Brown, the lat- 
ter hardly knew 
whether he was 
to be applanded 
for his treachery 
to his cousin or 
to be upbraided 
for having write 
ten the letter, 

Neither pros- 
pect pleased 
him. Mere ap- 
plause was net 
what he desired. 
Ie wanted 
money, and he 
wanted it very 
badly. Had he 
been more 
honest he would not have required the money, and had he been 
more honest the Umbrella, which conveyed its fatal luck to every- 
one who held itin possession, would not have been cynically scowling 
in the corner of the lobby of the house in which he resided. 

(To be continued next werk.) 


Shown into the room. 


a 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY | THE KNOWING YOUTH. 


No. 256.—Mr. EDWanpD LtoypD, F.O.S. 


} “Edward Lloyd was born in the usual manner. Had the . hty. The New Porter, Please, I've a ‘at box ter put in t)i> 
Measels, whooping cough, and is proud of it. At the age of Youngster. Ma always sends us round here when we are naughty. "ere train: Ia these ‘oles a6 the top meant for “t-boze. 
| fifteen, discovere| he liad a voice, so did his parents, Said voice Lady of House. Why are you naughty ? Old Hand (with withering sarcasm). Why, ye bloomin’ 
s resemt ightinzale, horn, W . * the y 
i baked Amneac patie oat ese segiamsiale deal 1 fey Youngster, Because when we come round here we always get cake and oranges, blitherin’ chucklehead, them's meant for the lamps. 
| elined,and joined a church choir instead, Has regretted it SU) Ene ——— ———_—_—_—_— — - 


since. Numerous people tried to turn him into a parson. Ed- 
ward was too artful, and threatened to join the Militia instead. 
Threat prevailei, aud he was left alone, Joined an amateur GATH ERING THE MAY. 
theatrical company at the age of twenty and killed six men, but | 

was not charged with murder,on account of it only being in 
play. Dotes on chocolate creams, and thinks them good for the 
voice and liver, especiaily for the latter. Edward evidently docs 
not possess a liver, or he would no longer labour under such a 
delusion, Never took snuff in his life, but has often taken the 
eake at concerts. Admires Sims Reeves, but thinks there is one 
hetter singer in the worl! than he—a gentleman of the name of 
Lloyd. Sims Reeves denies it, but no duel up to the present 
has resulted, although there may still be one. Chietly because 
he isa first class singer, our hero was created F.O.S., and the 
‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to Lim October 24th, 1691."— 
Debrett Improved. 


~, 2 A y z 
4 Se 
Squire. Hallo, young man, how many sweethearts have you 
got? Promising Youth, Five. 


Squire. That's a large order. What will you do if they object 
be kissed ? P. ¥. (promptly). "It ‘em on the jaw. 


seed's bull had a cut in——(4), Then came Farmer Hayseed's whip, with the crucllest 
cut of all.—(5). And, finally, the young ladies got tired of the exhibition and weut 
home by themselves, leaving Charley and 'Arry to bottle off as best they might. 


(1). Charley and 'Arry take "Tilda and ‘Arrict out to gather the May on Farmer 
Hayseed's land.—(2). And the fun began almost as suon as they got there. First 
there was Farmer Hayseed’s bull terrier to settle with.—(3), Then Farmer Hay- 


—— 
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WEATHER! | OETERMINED TO BE IN IT. 


_—— 
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Ht 


id 
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Kast End Vicar (slumming), Aw you awah, my voung friends, 


that a continuance iu this cawse will lead you to a place be- Al 


ginuing with H? | This isa good month for planting choice flowers and “What are you about, Ethel, with that old strawberry basket 7” 
“hast End Genius. Oh, yus, yer means ‘ell, don't yer, guv'nor ? No, 19.—Riby. \ sowing good samples of rheumatic pains, “ Making myself a bonnet like yours, dear.” 
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